334                      EUROPEAN   JUNGLE

a million members since the General Strike of November,
1938. _

But it is the peasants of France, not the political parties,
who are still the real masters of her destiny. The parties
in the Chamber group and regroup themselves according
to the intrigues of the moment, and are loyally served
by the Civil Service, but behind the Government are the
vines and the corn and the men and women to whom
they belong. French courage and French common sense
remain. In 1914, when I first came to know the peasants,
they were the backbone of the country, for half France
was based on her soil. To-day little more than a third
of her people are engaged in agriculture; still, they are the
salt of her earth.

They are the leaven that shall rise in the dough of
mean materialism and sententious nonsense which we
falsely call democracy. The French may discover a true
democracy, a new way of life, for themselves and perhaps
for others also.

My mind returns to the Lion d'Or at Selles, where
Jeanne d'Arc stayed In November, 1429. My wife and
I lunched there on a November day. Our hostess was
suckling a child, the youngest of five. We arrived late
and tired. She apologized for giving us only what she
and her husband had eaten themselves.

Only! What a jugged hare, what a cream cheese, and
salad, and generous amber wine! That inn is the real
France. People who live as our hosts do oC the Lion d'Or,
with so great a history behind them and so grand a
country before them, must, humanly speaking, be im-
mortal Through them, and their children and children's
children, something very precious survives; the grace and
glory that is France, And there are still millions of
them, sane and solid people, with a sense of tradition and
a sense of proportion that may save the world.